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"HEALTHY NERVES ARE A
MUST WITH ME!"
Fourteen different times the headlines
have flashed: RALPH GREENLEAF
WINS WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP.
He is counted the greatest pocket bil¬
liard player of all time. Cool under fire.
Often pulling from behind with bril¬
liant runs of 59 and 76 to win.
"Even before I won my first big cham¬
pionship I’d already picked Camel as
my cigarette,” said Ralph in a special
interview during recent championship
play in Philadelphia. "I’d say the most
important rule in this game is to have
healthy nerves. It pays to be sure of the
mildness of your cigarette. And on that
score, I think, Camels have a lot extra
to offer. One of the main reasons why
I’ve stuck to Camels for 20 years is —
they don’t ruffle my nerves.”

And America as a nation
shows the same preference
for finer tobaccos that Ralph
Greenleaf does! Camels are
the largest-selling cigarette
in America

Fencing experts, too, appreci¬
ate Camel’s finer tobaccos. As
BELA DE TUSCAN, the fa¬
mous instructor, says: "The
fast action in fencing is very
tiring, and I welcome the 'lift’
I get with a Camel.”
"I’m devoted to Camels,” says
HELEN HOWARD, top-flight
spring-board diver, of Miami,
Florida. "They’re my one and only
cigarette! They don’t irritate my
throat. Most of the girls I know
smoke Camels, too.”

DO PEOPLE
APPRECIATE THE

COSTLIER TOBACCOS
IN CAMELS ?

JAMES L. CLARK, famous
scientist and explorer, says:
"I choose Camels for steady
smoking—always carry
plenty of Camels with me
into the wilderness. I’m in
step with the millions who
say: 'I’d walk a mile for a Camel!’ Many’s
the time I’ve actually done it.”
"The way these light
boats bounce around is
enough to knock the
daylights out of my di¬
gestion! That’s why I
enjoy Camels so much
at mealtime. They help
my digestion to keep on a smooth and
even keel,” says MULFORD SCULL, vet¬
eran outboard motorboat racer.

-CAMELS ARE THE

LARGEST-SELLING
CIGARETTE

A matchless blend of finer, MORE
EXPENSIVE TOBACCOSTurkish and Domestic

IN AMERICA

Copyright, 1938, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company. Winston-Salem. N.C.
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ALDEN SETTLE

UNTIE has lots of hot cakes right off the
griddle this month, and she is all set to
flip them right into the pages for all your
hungry souls. And by the way, thanks to all you
dear little neophytes who helped mix this new batter.
Roy Cosper, S.A.E.’s notorious smoothie, reached
the height of his very romantic career a few night's
ago . . . “Rosebud” Roy had been out on a first date
with some “discovery” and left the motor of his
car running while he accompanied the miss to the
door, expecting the usual good night . . . when she
invited “Rosebud” in for awhile he was so nonplused
that he forgot all about his churning buggy . . . one
hour later: our little “Rosebud” telling the Sergeant
of the 12th district that he’d better locate the stolen
vehicle or else . . . Moral: When you tell a girl good¬
night, tell her GOODNIGHT!
“Poopsy” Yore had been invited to Bee Clark’s
Christmas open house every year since she started
having it, but this year “Poopsy” was not on the
list of those invited . . . rumor hath it that the reason
is that he ate too much at last year’s party . . . Gene
Beare and June Pentland spent most of his vacation
at Candlelight swapping tales over marshmallow
sundaes . . . some little pigeons have told Auntie
that Beare has had his pin on Theta’s June since
he left for Harvard . . . but, ennyhoe, June was
down at the train depot having breakfast with her
Hawvard man the morning he left . . . “Ivewpie”
Keller was the flash of the S.A.E. Kid Party when
he showed up as little Mr. 1938, dressed in threecornered pants fastened with a huge safety pin, and
bearing the numerals “1938” across his baby pink
chest . . . John Hundley was with Shirley Conrad
enough during the holidays to have pinned her . . .
can't he see C. L. Cartwright lurking in the immed¬
iate background? . . . talk about systems, either
Dave “Watch the Birdie” Boyd has his heart flicker
Pat Von Schoiack, a Stephens product, trained or
vice versa, for every two weeks Dave trucks up to
Columbia or Pat Susie O’s down here just so they
can be together- -ain’t love grand?

Evelyn Bissell went dateless the week after Willie
Wischmeyer got the measles . . . Betty Steinmeyer
up in the clouds with Andy McNeilly . . . Shirley
Reichardt made the rounds with Bob Scott of the
“Brother Rat” .crew . . . Mary Eicher and Bob
Gaines co-eding . . . Dottie Kreiger has Art Hauser’s
pin again . . . for the good of the column, I wish
she’d make up her mind for keeps . . . Bob Newton
broken-hearted over the Mary Ellen Weber-Bob
Todd bliss . . . Ollie Hickel buying a sun-lamp to
revive that fading Florida tan . . .
From the cloisters of the lawyers’ dug-out comes
this breezy item concerning one Edward Wetton,
mid-lawyer ... it seems that Ed is all befogged over
a Fontbonne product, Jean Weiss . . . they have ex¬
changed photos; he took her to the lawyers’ dance
and has dates for the U.D.C. Ball and the St. Louis
Prom ... in his spare time he inhabits Big Bend
and Wydown, waiting for her . . . she is sixteen
years old . . . See Revised Statutes of Missouri,
1929, sec. 4000 . . .
Pete Mara has that mara-wanna gaze again . . .
lie’s in love ... he held Kay Davis’s hand all thru
the Pi Phi dinner dance and she could hardly man¬
age to eat . . . later, Pete was asked how he liked
the food . . . “What’d we have?” asked he, in his
mara-wanna wray . . . Elmer “Pinky” Miller is acourtin’ Bev. Bissell who is lots like her ex-queenie
sis . . . Bev made Pinky some fudge for Xmas and
the boys have kept Pinky panned since . . . Louis
Ettman, Zb pledge, showed up at school with a
broken foot the other day . . . Louis took a trip to
Mizzou, saw a pretty blond, decided to follow her,
tripped over a hedge in his anxiety, and broke his
foot . . . nice way to get an introduction . . . speak¬
ing of casualties, Otto von der Au had his hand
all bandaged up, claiming that he cut it on an empty
bottle . . . we believe the bottle part all right . . .
the campus is all in a dither over whether Ernie
Ohle has had Mary Ramsey pinned for awhile, and
if not, what in the heck is he waiting for? . . . Shel(CONTINUED ON PAGE 19)
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A Swell Package!
Take a look
At an Old Gold
Package
And you’ll see
Why Old Golds
Reach you
Fresher and
Finer than any
Other cigarette.
Because Old Golds
Are made of
Double-aged
Double-mellow
Prize crop
Tobaccos,
We guard them
Like the precious
Jewels they arc!
An EXTRA jacket
Of Cellophane
Double seals both
Package ends
So not one iota of
O.G.’s llavor
And fragrance
Can escape.
Buy your Old Golds
Where you will,
In Damp Climates
Or Dry,
You’ll get them
Exactly as we
Make them.
And that’s as
Fine as a
Cigarette
Can he made.

vrrapped 11
2 jackets °
TUNC IN on Old Gold’s
Hollywood Screenscoops
every Tues.

^BOTTOM-

night,

and Thurs.

Columbia

Coast-to-Coast.

We think the gal’s
A Swell Package

Network,

Too!

Copyright, 1938, by P. Lorillard Co., Inc.

For Finer,

FRESHER

Flavor . . . Smoke Double-Mellow Old Golds
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P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER. Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at
any time within a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C.

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE

SONG

LYRIC

Girls that have loved me,
Held me dear,
Girls that I loved
Are gathered here,

Even this
Is captured in a net of rhyme
And resurrected
One last time,

Are met together
This last time
To weave their garlands
Through a rhyme!

Is stencilled in
The silver frost
Of girls that loved me
And are lost!
— Thomas Lanier Williams

Dark-eyed and lovely,
Slim of waist,
They fly before me
In sweet haste.
Ghost of girl’s laughter,
Stab of pain,
The sudden fragrance
Of spring rain,
The miracle of being kissed
First of all times ...

pipefuls of fragrant tobacco in
every 2-oz. tin of Prince Albert

The glad morning, coming,
shall find us embraced with our long¬
ing
serene and uncaptured—
devout as the sound of the bells,
as the high steeples tingle
with morning, with hurrying wings
of bird’s flight, quick and enraptured,
the beating of drums,
the light shadows’ hurried designs
flocking over the summer-paved
streets,
and the markets, the merchants,
the morning-loud crying of wares,
and the smell of the fruit in the sunlight—
the warmth and the sweetness ascend¬
ing—
the sound of the bells!
— Thomas Lanier Williams
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FRESHER than a soph omore I
FLATTER than last years prom!

NO HEEL AT ALL

GENUINE WHITE BUCK
with London Tan Calf Triml
Co-ed Corner s gift to Co-edsl Your favorite campus shoe with
its lieel cut off and its price lopped off! You 11 like tlie springy
red rubber sole, too, on tbis neatest trick of tbe year in shoes]

at SWOPES
905 LOCUST

also at Branch Store
4663 Maryland Avc.
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FREE! A box of Fife Savers

First-place Winning

Poems

to
MOON

Marjorie Sebastian

for the following snappy comeback:
Father: Who was that boy I saw you kissing last
night?
Daughter: What time was it?

The moon is a silver bond,
Hung by the chains of the night,
The stars are its flowers full-blown,
Dropped from its shining height,
The clouds are the death-like masks,
Which cover the blue-gray dawn,
Oh! the moon is a silver bowl. . .
Gleaming a while, then gone!
—Helen Kouri.

- •

• -

NARCISSUS IN A WINDOW

Mirrored upon the blackness.
Like flowers upon a lake,
Doubling their slim young beauty,
Serene and calm as fate.
Docs anything so lovely,
So eerie or so ivliitd
Shine upon a windozv
As narcissus-blooms at night?
■—Helen Kouri.
HE: Boy! Doesn’t this take your breath away I
SHE: Here’s something that’ll really take your breath
away .Try a Pep-O-Mint Life Saver!

ij?

i|i

i\i

First-place Winning Cartoon
Everybody’s breath is apt to offend,
now and then. Let Pep-O-Mint Life
MORAL Savers
sweeten yours after eating,
drinking or smoking.

What is the best joke that you heard on the
campus this week?
Send it in to your editor. You may wisecrack your¬
self into a free box of Life Savers!
For the best line submitted each month by one of
the students, there will be a free award of an attractive
cellophane-wrapped assortment of all the Life Saver
flavors.
Jokes will be judged by the editors of this publica¬
tion. The right to publish any or all jokes is reserved.
Decisions of the Editors will be final. The winning wise¬
crack will be published the following month along with
the lucky winner's name.

Hiram Neuwoehner

Jumpin' jeepers! That's the last time I'll pin a girl in the dark.
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ELEVEN YEARS ON THE ROW
Not intended as as a reply to tlie Christmas Eliot s anonymous criticism of fraternities.
But the editors feel tliat it is at least a partial answer.

ly LENORE M. McCULLOCH (M«. Robert Lee McCulloch)

The article dealing with fraternity men, written by Mrs.
McCulloch, was of much interest to me—all the more be¬
cause of my pleasant acquaintance with Mrs. McCulloch and
my recognition of her all-around merit. She draws mostly
upon her own extended experience as a house-mother for
the material she sets forth and, of course, for the conclusions
she carries as to the features of strength and weakness these
social organizations possess. There will doubtless be those
who, as they read her appraisal and as they make draft
upon their own experiences and observations associated
with fraternities, will be unwilling to accept unreservedly
her estimate. Such differences of opinion are quite to be
expected because, among other reasons, of the differences
in tone, quality and values to be associated with the various
groups of this kind likely to be found on any campus.
Group A may well deserve such characterization as Mrs.
McCulloch sets forth; group B may easily fail, in truth, to
be so entitled. In any case, to read her article is to be able
to see why, properly, Mrs. McCulloch wins for herself the
high and lasting regard of all the boys to whom, in their
immediate fraternity relations, she is the ever devoted,
faithful and inspiring Mother.
GEORGE W. STEPHENS, Dean of Students.

K

OR eleven years I have enjoyed the ex¬
tremely interesting life of housemother in
in a fraternity at Washington University;
during that time I have seen hundreds of young men
enter the University, complete their courses, and
leave for their work in the life outside. Washington
draws students of a very high type, and I am sure
that all the fraternities here have splendid youngmen, but speaking for my own, I know there are no
finer young men in the world than those who have

DRAWN BY HIRAM NEUWOEHNER

come and gone through the Tau Tau chapter of
Sigma Chi.
When I hear some one groan about the young
people of today and wonder “what they are coming
to, I am indignant and want
to tell everyone that they are
coming to finer things, to
greater things, and are leav¬
ing far behind some of us
who are mossbound with old
inhibitions. Having been
closely associated with young
people for so long I feel I am
in a position to speak with some degree of authority.
We speak of the “young people of today” as if they
were a different species, while they are all very
much the same regardless of period or time. They
simply progress. And that is as it should be.
I have seen young, inexperienced boys enter colleg-e. I have watched them develop poise and selfconfidence, and finally leave school fine, upstanding
young men, clear-eyed straight thinkers, sure of
themselves and their ability to conquer the world.
And conquer it they will, for they are well equipped
to meet difficulties and overcome them.
I am often asked if I believe in fraternities. I
most certainly do. It is natural for people of like
tastes to gather together in groups, from the
“gangs” of small boys to the clubs of older men.
Since this is the case it is well that such groups be
supervised. And that is just what fraternities are
—supervised groups of young men of congenial
tastes. 1 he older members take their freshmen in
hand, direct their activities and supervise their
studies. Their methods are not always the gentlest,
but they are effective. Shy, awkward boys are pushed
forward and encouraged, while those who are too
"brash" are quickly toned down and deflated.
1. heir manners are taken care of too. Of course
they have their home training as a background, but
the upper classmen keep a firm hand on the new¬
comers so there may be no backsliding. Our break¬
fasts and lunches are more or less rush times. The
boys allow themselves split seconds to reach morn¬
ing classes, and at lunch they must come and go ac¬
cording to class schedule. But at dinner we try to
observe the conventions found in any home of refine¬
ment. We dress for dinner. Always there is a boy
who offers his arm, escorts me to the table and seats
me there. If we have women guests the boys of
course remain standing until they are seated. In fact
(Continued on paae 15)
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INTERLUDE AT SAVO'S
Tlie skort story tliat tied for first place — until -we opened tke sealed envelope and
found tkat tke autkor — keing last year’s winnerI—wasnt strictly eligikle.

by ALFRED O. HEITZMANR

It was a strange mood that took
me to Savo’s that night. I don’t
know what was wrong with me,
but all day I’d been restive. I fidgetted around the house during
the first part of the evening, and
then, finally, I got into my car and began to drive
around aimlessly. I found myself downtown eventu¬
ally, and I decided to go down to the levee and
watch the river.
There I seemed more at rest. It was deathly still.
The water was ink, the levee, as the pale lights from
the bridge far to the north caught the quartzsprinkled paving blocks, twinkled a feeble medley
against the blackness of the water below. The moon,
just risen and full, set in ghostly relief the smoke¬
stacks that thrust their long necks above the flat
Illinois bush-land far across the river. Moonlight
filtered down into the water, coating the ripples
with silver that deepened into gold in the long path
made by the moon’s reflection in the river. No sound
reached my ears save the lapping of the waves at
my feet. I watched them, fascinated, as they ran
in on their hopeless journey of inches up the unyield¬
ing granite blocks, shining silver as they splashed,
and retreating into ignominious blackness.
I looked about me. To my left, slightly upstream,
lay a tug, dark now and resting for the night. Its
superstructure was in silhouette against a sky that
was made only slightly less obscure by the light of
the moon. The smokestacks and pilot’s cabit on top
were clearly outlined against the sky, but everything
below merged into a homogeneous mass of black¬
ness. A long chain ran from the prow up to the
levy anchorage at my very side. As I toyed with it,
the chain clanked a raucous chorus that intruded
upon the quiet of the night. Turning, I saw behind
me at the top of the levee, crouched under the ele¬
vated railroad, a string of low, old brick buildings
that served as warehouses, garages, and stores.
About three hundred feet to the north light emanated
from the door of a tavern, revealing at the curb
decaying wooden posts which supported the flimsy
roof that sheltered the sidewalk. Through the door
came variously the clanking of a tinny piano, badly
out of tune, and the laughs and indistinguishable
words of the denizens of the wharf saloon. To the
south the darkness of the buildings had the appear¬
ance of death and reduced to irrelevancy the light
of the saloon. The levee was totally devoid of hu¬
man beings. Even the usual darkies who loiter about
in groups of two or three, or shuffle aimlessly one

way or another on unknown errands, were missing.
It seemed that I had the world to myself—and at
last I was content.
I sat there watching the little waves splash on the
granite paving blocks and wondered what angry god
could turn these impotent little ripples into a raging
Niagara, capable of tearing and smashing higher
and higher onto the levee, carrying with it every¬
thing in its path. The idea of such a change in the
gentle, velvety stream seemed too ridiculous for
reality, and yet, the impression of potential power
seemed a physical property of the river. Irrepressible
and stubborn, with irresistable power the heavy,
sluggish stream rolled on year after year, while here
on its banks foolish mortals, lighter of skin or dark¬
er, moved faster or slower on errands of various
degrees of importance to man, but invariably unim¬
portant to the river. What did all their bustling
amount to ? Some day, sooner or later, man and his
cities would be gone, lost in that avenging cycle of
change that nothing can evade. And when that time
came the river would still roll slowly, ponderously
on its endless search for the sea.
I don’t know how long I sat there drinking in the
mood of the river. Eventually I rose and walked
slowly up the levee into the blackness that seemed
solid from the river below. Turning- right into Com¬
mercial Street, I made my way up the sidewalk that
rises suddenly and becomes a loading platform for a
few feet, and then sinks again to its primary func¬
tion when it comes to the end of a building. Ahead
of me the Blue Lantern threw a weird bluish light
onto the street and buildings in the vicinity. The
incandescent flare seemed at odds with the surround¬
ing blackness, and it was swallowed up at the ex¬
tremities of its glow as though its revealing qual¬
ities were bitterly resented. Old Pete, the porter,
watchman, and man-of-all-work at the Blue Lan¬
tern, stood near the doorway. His full moustache,
stained brown in the center from many pipes, moved
vigorously up and down as he chewed a straw with
his toothless gums.
“Hi, Pete,” I called as I passed.
He threw me a cordial salute. “Hello, son. Gon¬
na have a drink?”
“No,” I called back over my shoulder. “I’m just
out for a walk.”
As I moved away I heard him mumble about this
being a hell of a time for a walk.” But immediately
I was in front of Little Bohemia, and I stopped.
The door of this smaller place was open, and the
dim, amber light scarcely filtered out into the street.

February, 1938
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Inside a piano played softly, and the stale smell of
beer, always present even in an “artistic” tavern,
hung over the place like a cloud on a foggy day.
On an impulse I went into say hello to Savo and
his sister Christine. Perhaps Savo would be in a
mood to talk tonight. That would be worthwhile.
If you know the art colony, you know Savo. He
is a better than fair artist—his batiks are exquisite
—and a striking personality. Absorbed wholly in
his work, he runs this little Bohemian bar to keep
body and soul together while he puts new souls into
lifeless fabric and wax and dye, or paints and can¬
vas. Savo aroused is priceless. He knows art and
he knows life, and discussing either in his vivid,
broken English, he can tear me from the doldrums
as no one else can. His eyes shine and he strokes
his long mop of unruly hair as he talks with vigor¬
ous gestures. When irate his eyebrows lock in a
heavy scowl and he swears like a longshoreman, but
he never stays angry long. Tonight even being sworn
at would be a diversion.
The room was long and narrow and the ceiling
was low. Age was present in the very atmosphere.
The furnishings were crazy and haphazard. No two
of the old, dilapidated chairs were alike. The tables
were rickety, but covered with neat red and whitesquared tablecloths. Directly in front of me, sitting
on a nondescript chair, one leg of which was shorter
than the rest giving it a constant appearance of be¬
ing about to topple over, was the quiet figure of a
man of doubtful age. His short hair was almost
completely gray, and looked rather as though he
had just been asleep. His skin was soft and hung
in folds upon his cheeks, and a splotchy two day
stubble made his face look like a badly-worn piece
of velour. The suit he wore had once been a deep
blue but had the dusty appearance that serge gets
when it is old and badly wbrn. As he moped over
his beer he seemed totally unaware of what was go¬
ing on outside him.
Two tables past him sat the only other customers
of the tavern, two seedy-looking men and a woman.
The woman was laughing as I looked at her, evi¬
dently at a remark by one of her companions, and
her teeth gleamed in the light from a lamp hanging
on the low-slung beam over her head. Her hair
was an indeterminate shade of blonde, darker at the
roots. Her eyes were too light a shade of blue, and
the inartistically applied mascara, together with the
definite black line of her eyebrows, gave her eyes a
hard and artificial look. Her mouth was of generous
proportions and too deeply carmine, so that its size
was exaggerated. Her complexion was good, but
the lines of her face were severe. It spoke eloquently
of dissipation and a bad liver. Her dress was black
satin, cut on extreme lines, but the material was too
cheap to conceal the fact that it was not new. It
was cut too low in front for a street dress, reveal¬

ing the crevice of her breasts as she laughed. She
had evidently had too much beer, for she had a halfwoozy look that even the mask of her heavy make-up
failed to cover. She may have been twenty-five, or
she may have been thirty-five—she was too dissi¬
pated looking and yet too attractive for me to be
sure.
I walked back to the bar where Christine was
standing with a towel slung over her arm.
“Where’s Savo?” I asked.
“Savo? He is not in tonight. I don’t expect him
until very late. Is there something....?”
“No, nothing. I just wanted to see him. Bring
me a beer, will you, Christine?”
And I walked to a table against the side wall and
sat down. When Christine had brought me a glass
of beer and set it before me on a little cardboard pad,
I noticed the fading blonde looking at me specula¬
tively. She turned and said something to the men,
who laughed. One said, “Go to it.”
At that she rose and came to my table on un¬
steady legs. “Hello, Pal,” she said, “would you like
some company?”
I wasn’t in the mood even to talk to her, but I
was polite enough, and she sat down.
“I ain’t seen you around here before,” she re¬
marked, placing her elbow on the table and her chin
in her hand. “Who are yuh anyhow?”
. I explained that I hadn’t been at Savo’s for a long¬
time.
“Well, you oughta come around oftener. I like
your looks.”
By that time I realized that she wasn’t going to
leave immediately, so I signalled for a couple more
glasses of beer.
“Say, that’s what I call hospitality,” she said. “I
think I could like you, even if you are only a kid.
Where’d you get the pretty hair?”
She came over and ran her fingers through my
hair, then drew a chair close to mine. I looked at
her more closely, but I wasn’t profoundly impressed.
You see a lot .like her hanging around saloons and
taverns. Always blonde, always dissipated, and al¬
ways willing to leave the man they’re with if they
see someone who may prove to be more interesting.
I saw again, more forcefully, that she must once
have been remarkably beautiful. But now she re¬
minded me of nothing so much as a prostitute who
had got too old for the better-class jobs, and had
moved to a cheaper neighborhood, where black,
brown, high yellow, and white mingle in the same
house under the same Madame. Her flaccid breasts,
the shape of which was clearly in evidence beneath
the single silk covering of her dress, had long since
lost their youthful firmness. Aside from that she
had retained, Heaven knows how, a good figure.
Her hips were well formed, though now tending
slightly toward broadness, and her thighs were sleek
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 19)
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ICE CAR
Tke sliort story tliat tied lor first place legitimately.

h SAM MURPHY
Tired. He guessed that was what
it was. This constant lifting and
throwing of big chunks of ice was
enough to wear down the biggest
and strongest man—if he kept at
it long enough. But he’d shown
that big Swede he could stay right with him hour
for hour. The car had only about thirty blocks of
ice left in the end, and then the switch-engine, al¬
ready coupled up, could haul the damned thing
away forever. There was nothing colder than this
dry-ice, and a man had to be careful not to stay
in these new tin-lined box-cars too long. If he was
careless he’d freeze his feet in spite of overshoes,
which now he wished he’d worn. His feet were
already losing all sense of feeling and he'd better
get out into the open pretty quick if he didn’t want
to get them frost-bitten. The fellow who had de¬
signed these cars had certainly done a good job.
Air-tight and divided into two compartments, they
lost less through gassing than any other freight cars
ever designed. Well it was no wonder ; there was so
much wall-insulation in them that the car itself
weighed more than all the ice they could pack into
it. Why those walls were a good two feet thick.
And as for the top and bottom, that was a little
harder to judge, but the printing on the car said it
was twelve feet high on the outside, and on the in¬
side it couldn’t be much more than six feet because
the Swede couldn’t stand upright—even in the mid¬
dle of the arched metal roof.
He wished Bill wouldn’t keep yelling for more
speed. He was sweating like hell now from the waist
up, and the frost covered his shoes and pants all
the way up to his belt. It was a funny thing, work¬
ing with this stuff; you sweat like the devil around
the neck and froze your feet. That was because the
gas from this stuff was heavier than the air. It
settled to the floor and made it so cold that if you
touched it, you’d freeze your hand right onto the
tin. And the moisture from the roof dropped to the
floor and froze. It formed—what was the name of
those things the high-school teacher had said started
from the bottom of a cave and built toward the top?
—stalagcytes or something.
Bill might be in a hurry but, by God, so was he
and there wasn’t any use hollering about it; he was
working just as fast as he could. He’d really have
to step on it to make that date with Marge at eight
o’clock. It was six-thirty already and he still wasn’t
through work. The way those damned paper bags
which they wrapped around these blocks stuck to¬
gether didn’t exactly help matters. You had to pry
the blocks apart with these God-awful tongs that

must have been made by some fool who didn’t know
what they were used for.
Well that was all the ice. “Might as well take the
chute down, Bill. There’s some scrap in here but
I’ll leave it: they want the cars pre-cooled when they
get back to Michigan. Yeh—I’ll stack it in the end
of the car. Don’t wait for me—I gotta get the 6 :35
car. And tell Chuck I’ll sign my work sheet tomor¬
row morning.”
In the dull, foggy end of the car he found two
blocks which he’d forgotten. They were stuck, as
usual, and the two chunks just couldn't be pried
apart with the tongs. Try as he might he couldn’t
get them to separate. Oh well, he could just pick
them both up with the tongs and carry them to the
chute in one piece. One of these blocks was bad
enough to throw around, but two—why that’s over
a hundred and twenty pounds and it takes all a man’s
push to make it.
He felt the bottom block tear away, and instinct¬
ively jerked his foot from under the falling block.
But it happened too quickly. The corner of the block
caught him squarely between the toes. He felt the
squash of the flesh and the grind of ice against bone.
And then the pain hit him. The sickening sensation
in his stomach was almost enough to make him faint
—in spite of the half frozen condition of his feet.
The interior of the car reeled around in a kind of
black and white patchwork of fog and space. He
sank to the floor moaning and grabbing his foot.
The small cubicle door slammed shut and then the
large outer door. But he didn’t notice it; everything
was black. He felt the toes gingerly through his
shoes, certain that they were hopelessly crushed. The
carbon dioxide was slowly enveloping his conscious¬
ness—he realized that he must somehow get up or
slowly strangle to death. Recovering his equilibrium
somewdiat he struggled to his feet, aware for the
first time that he was in total darkness, that some¬
one had closed and bolted the door. Immediately
all the pain in his foot was forgotten, pushed far
into the background by a new and stronger sense
of fear. He roared out at the top of his lungs again
and again. He beat on the sides of the car. He
shouted, beat and kicked on the walls until he was
so weak he had to stop and gasp for air, leaning
heavily against the awful cold of the wall.
He must not sit down; once down he’d never be
able to get back out of the sea of that awful, suffo¬
cating gas. He’d have to calm down and think this
thing over in a rational way. No use getting excited
over a little thing like this. In a minute they’d no¬
tice that he was gone and then they’d come and open
(Continued on page 18)
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EUROPE ON A PENNY A MILE
The second installment of the notes taken by Bob Murch on a freighter-bicycle European tour.

A MISSOURI MARINER'S MISCELLANEOUS NOTES
ABOARD S.S. "MILL HILL"
The Ghost . . .
There is a genuine ghost aboard the Mill Hill. The first
mate and the third mate verify the rumors that an appari¬
tion is seen frequently stalking the decks. This particular
“ha’nt” takes the form of a headless seaman who carries
his head under his arm. In 1931 a steel beam fell and
severed the neck of a sailor on the Mill Hill, but whether
or not his ghost comes back with the idea of some day tak¬
ing revenge upon the vessel is unknown.
Sea-Serpents . . .
A check-up reveals the fact that the captain, first mate,
and third mate have actually seen sea-serpents. In spite of
the current disbelief in such creatures, these officers insist
that they have observed sizeable reptiles swimming in the
sea. The captain has seen but one of these denizens of the
deep—a snakelike creature several feet long off the Pacific
Coast. The first and third mates, however, saw more than
their share while in the China Sea. The third mate, a
thoroughly reliable observer, maintains that a day’s cruise
in the China Sea will reveal about a dozen sea-serpents
ranging in length from six to fifteen feet.

he struck only two bells instead of the usual six at seven
o’clock. This measure so confused the crew that the mutiny
was called off, so to this day only two bells are struck at
seven o’clock aboard English vessels—and there are no
mutinies.
Mermaids . . .
Only one member of the ship’s company has seen mer¬
maids—the trusty first mate. This old salt says that the
bodies of two mermaid-like creatures preserved in alcohol
are on display in the hotel at Aden, a small port on the
Gulf of Aden near Africa. T hese two under-sea curiosi¬
ties were washed ashore after a severe storm and are
thought to have been brought up from a depth of 200
fathoms. They are probably some type of fish, but they
resemble a mermaid to a remarkable extent. The bodies
taper down to the conventional tail and, in place of arms,
they have two short, powerful flippers. The faces resemble
those of monkeys, and the head is covered with loose,
straggly locks of black hair.
Superstitions of the Sea . . .

It is the custom for an ex-landlubber to record the
many strange objects that he observes while at sea. When
the sea-farer returns home he reads off his list to his
friends who are duly amazed at the wonders that lurk in
the deep. Here is my list to date: one iceberg, eleven
whales, a few gulls, a dozen or so porpoise, a bewildered
shark, two empty gin bottles, several small birds, various
clumps of seaweed, three orange crates, an infinite number
of green bananas, and an assorted array of driftwood.

The captain claims that it is bad luck to have a pig’s
head on board ship and sees to it that all pork aboard is
minus the part which used to be the delicacy of them all
at medieval feasts. There are any number of ways to get
the wind to blow. Most effective is to buy it; merely throw
a penny overboard and the wind will come. Another way
to insure wind is to throw a pair of socks overboard; all
sailship men throwing worn-out socks overboard, there¬
fore, throw them over the stern to be sure that the wind
will be at their backs. Since all wind stirs up the surface
of the water, however, and since smooth water is the wish
of steamship sailors, the throwing of money and socks (and
also whistling, which has the same effect) is now for¬
bidden.

The March of Nautical Time . . .

A Sailor's Classification . . .

Aboard ships a unique system of keeping time is em¬
ployed. The 24 hour day is divided into 6 four hour
“watches”. Thus a new watch begins at 12, 4, 8, 12, 4,
and 8. A bell is rung for each half hour. To take, for ex¬
ample, the watch that begins at 12, at one o’clock two
bells are sounded,, at one-thirty, three bells, and so on.
There is one discrepancy, however, and that is during the
4 in the afternoon to the 8 in the evening watch. Accord¬
ing to the bell-every-half-hour system, six bells should be
rung at seven o’clock, but- instead only two bells are
sounded. It is merely an olde Englishe custom still prac¬
ticed on British ships. It seems that a long time ago the
crew on a British warship planned to mutiny, and the time
agreed upon was 6 bells (seven o’clock). An officer heard
of the insurrection and, as a last resort to save the ship,

The bos’n was splicing wire cable and, while toiling,
was heard to mutter, “Wire and women, the two most
obstinate things in the world.”

Objects Sighted . . .

A ST. LOUISAN IN LONDON
The changing of the Guard at Buckingham Palace is
an interesting spectacle. The climax of the performance
was reached when the Grenadier Band swung into the
strains of that good old air, “Live and Learn”. A few sec¬
onds later the haunting bars of “With Plenty of Money
and You” filled the air as the red-coated battalions
marched jauntily by. When Kipling declared that God
created the British the maddest of all men he was not far
wrong.
(Continued on page 23)
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A ST. LOUISAN'S IMPRESSIONS OF EUORPE - Part I
Sketches by Jim Orwig, Bob March's good companion in seeing
“Europe on a Penny a Mile”

(see PAGE 11)
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THE ANSWER OF THE STATUE
WHERE THERE’S
SMOKE THERE
may be firingI

by JUNE CROWDER

As the tense assemblage of notable
scientists and physicians watched with
reluctant credulity, the diminutive
Professor Stein revealed his discovery.
In spite of themselves, they were pro¬
foundly moved by his eloquence and
by the way he punctuated each state¬
ment by rapping his knuckles sharply
on the table before him.
THE OLD BOY got a whiff of Joe s

stinky pipe—swore that Joe was
stealing ink erasers to fall it and
fired lnnr like that!

THE BOSS RELENTED, saying:

-i

"Any man with sense enough to
find a hurley blend that lragrant
and mild can stay on my payroll
forever. Get me a two-ounce tin.

PREFERRED BY COLLEGE MEN. In a recent
survey by Self-Help Bureaus of 25 representative
universities, students rated Sir Walter Raleigh
first or second out of 66 competing pipe tobaccos
at a majority of these colleges.
Tommy Dorsey and his orchestra. Every
Wednesday, 8:30 P. M., E. S. T., NBC Red Network.

TUNE IN

Unnoticed, the statue stood ma¬
jestically behind the little man. Its
smooth marble eyes gazed out over
the semi-circular tiers of seats. A mar¬
ble serpent, symbol of healing, encir¬
cled the uplifted arm of the Grecian
deity.

He faced around.
“Gentlemen, I have destroyed my
notes. I leave it for you to say whether
or not my formula shall go down to
posterity. If you think it contrary to
divine will, it shall be forgotten, and
the contents of this graduate,” he
held forward a glass receptacle con¬
taining a murky, milk-like fluid, “shall
be destroyed. The formula I retain in
my mind. At jmur demand, sirs, it
shall be transcribed to paper. How¬
ever, all these assurances are idle if
you are not witness to the results of
my findings.”

l'he thin voice reached its climax,
paused a moment for its effect to be¬
come absorbed, and then resumed,
more quietly, more evenly.

With this an attendant entered the
room, bearing a cage, in which two
guinea pigs were lying, apparently
dead. Upon Stein’s request, two doc¬
tors verified their condition.

“Gentlemen, I see many of you do
not believe my assertions. Some of you
are even shocked—horrified at what I
say. You have a right to be, for we
are dealing with the unknown, the in¬
finite, bordering on the divine! Some
of our philosophers have said that the
purpose of life is death. If, in elimi¬
nating death, we destroy life, we con¬
tradict all the forces of life as well
as the will of God!”

“One has been asphyxiated, the oth¬
er injected with virulent bacteria.
Observe closely.” With that, he filled
a small syringe with the fluid and
carefully, very carefully, injected a
drop in the neck of each of the ani¬
mals. The men of science leaned for¬
ward expectantly as the great Profes¬
sor straightened, then stepped quickly
back, his eyes on the pigs.

Professor Stein paused again. Then
with a gesture, he indicated the stat¬
ue at his back. The late afternoon sun¬
light, striking full upon its side, made
it a symphony of light and shadow.
There was wisdom of the ages in the
lines of the marble face. When Stein
spoke again, his voice disturbed the
deep silence.
“Asclepius at one time raised the
dead to life, the Greeks believed. In
that, his ultimate triumph against
disease, he became the patron of all
medicinal labors; for three thousands
of years he has stood alone, jealously
guarding his secret. Until today—suc¬
cessfully. But at last we have wrested
it from him.”

“Look out,
warned.

Professor!” someone

But too late. He had backed into
the statue. As it toppled forward and
struck his head, he crumpled, striking
the corner of the pedestal. He lay, a
sorry, motionless figure among the
scattered fragments of the statue. His
colleagues gathered about him. One
lifted a broken, snake-encircled arm
from his neck, and gently turned him
over. “Dead,” he declared.
A stream of blood and a milkywhite fluid ran together down a drain
in the floor near the body.
Two live guinea pigs hopped about
the table.
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ELEVEN YEARS ON THE ROW
(Continued from page 7)

a fraternity is a very fine “finishing school” for boys.
I am always treated with unfailing courtesy and
consideration.
Many amusing things have happened in the years
I have been here. I remember one pre-homecoming
celebration. There was a big bonfire on the parking
ground near the football practice field, with its usual
snake dance followed by the annual contest between
the sophomores and freshmen. Someone had pro¬
vided several crates of eggs at the edge of the field.
Not spoiled eggs—just storage eggs. That they were
to be there was generally known, so the boys were
dressed for it. Many spectators stood on the hill
overlooking the field. Suddenly the eggs began to
fly, and the snake dance broke ranks. Both fresh¬
men and sophomores swarmed the egg crates and
then came charging up the hill to Fraternity Row
like a herd of stampeding horses. Spectators fled,
and the boys dashed on down the Row with shouts
and howls of laughter.
Some of our boys were seized with the bright
idea of filling their pockets with eggs and g'oing to
the upstairs windows, from which vantage point
they could pick off their adversaries as they ran
down the drive back of the house. It was a
grand idea, but unfortunately a person in authority
on the campus chose that time to walk down the
drive and met one of the eggs head on! Our poor
boys! They were promptly brought up on the carpet
and disciplined. I always resented that. Of course
they were throwing egg's, but so were all the others.
And how could they know that the “law” should
he abroad at such an inopportune time?
There have been many changes since I came, in
the matter of “hell week” prior to initiation. They
call it “probation week” now; but I still think the
former name is the most appropriate—especially for
the period as it used to be. The length of the period
has been shortened to only a few days, and the ac¬
tivities confined to high jinks in the house. Many
are in favor of abolishing it altogether, while others
feel the freshmen will miss a colorful and excitingphase of their fraternity life. Even the freshmen
agree with the latter idea when they hear some of
the “oldsters” sit around and swap yarns about
“When I went through hell week—now those were
the days!”
Some of their pranks were very funny. I never
cease to be astonished at the variety of their ideas
and the zest and and enthusiasm with which they
carry them through.
There was the night the freshmen brought home
a horse. They brought it into the front hall first,
but fortunately some of the upper classmen per¬
suaded them to take it outside. When I came out
into the hall in the morning on my way to breakfast,
someone asked me if I had seen what the boys had

brought home. I opened the outside door, and what
was my astonishment to find myself face to face with
a horse! They had tied him to the door knob, so
his head was practically in the door. Such a poor
old wreck, all ribs and protruding hip bones! They
had walked all the way back with him. Of course
we had nothing to feed him, so the boys emptied
several packages of rolled oats into a pan for his
breakfast. Probably the greatest feast of the poor
creature’s life.
I make the menus and try to give the boys wellbalanced meals, and of course, like all mothers of
families, I have felt that they must have their
spinach. One day I went to the kitchen to see how
dinner was progressing. The cook was out of the
room, but on the table was a large kettle of spinach,
all washed and ready for cooking. I had not much
more than returned to my room when I heard the
cook screaming:
“Who got my spinach? Bring hack my spinach!"
I called the boys, and no one ever saw a collection
of more innocent, angelic faces! Nobody knew a
thing about it. All of them had ironclad alibis.
We had a canned vegetable that evening for din¬
ner. The next day the spinach returned just as mys¬
teriously as it had disappeared. It was not until a
few years ago that a very dignified young man, who
had his master’s degree and who was doing well in
business and financial world, confessed to me that
he had stolen the spinach.

There is another side of chapter life, a side of
which we housemothers are justly proud—the fine
records so many of our boys have made. We have
had Rhodes scholars. There are many boys from
Fraternity Row with Phi Beta Kappa keys and
many who have become members of other honorary
fraternities. Practically all have gone on to give
good accounts of themselves in the world of men,
(Continued on page 18)
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Post-Mortem

The “highly touted” Eliot con¬
test (second annual) is a success!
To begin with, we have very credi¬
table winners in three of the
classes which went winnerless last
year—covers, cartoons, and poems.
Congratulations Charlotte Fried¬
man, Hiram Neuwoelmer, and
Helen Kouri.
Two top-notch stories for this
issue, moreover, are the result of
the short story division. And we
believe that a number of the other
entries in this division will find
their way into later Eliots; com¬
petition was keen. The story class
was the freak division. Now, this
is true, all innuendoes in the next
S.L. notwithstanding: our judge
couldn't choose between two of the
stories and finally pronounced the
contest a tie; then we opened the
sealed envelopes and found (mirabile dictu!) that one of the win¬
ning storyists was last year’s win¬
ner, who’d apparently misunder¬
stood the rule concerning the entry
of the type of material which one
already had had accepted by
Eliot. But Al’s story was so good
that we ran it and partially for¬
gave him.
So bully for Sam Murphy and
A1 Heitzmann both. And if Sam
sneaks a story like his winning
one into next year’s contest—well,
we’ll bet the “new regime” will
forgive him too.
The other two divisions were a
little less joy-producing. All the
freshmen were too bashful to turn
in themes. Come on, kids, we
won’t bite you; turn them in now,
even though the contest’s over,
and we’ll print the worthwhile
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ones. The articles almost all turn¬
ed out to be very personal essays,
which was all right; almost all had
good central ideas and showed
some thought, which was fine; all
showed a lack of work, inspira¬
tion, or experience, so that we
agreed with the judge that none
was worthy of first place. This
fact shouldn’t be too discouraging
to the writers in view of the second
criticism (the complimentary one)
we made. We suggest that the
authors try to do something about
“lacks one and two” and come to
us for advice which will partially
make up for lack three. There is
no reason why such a procedure
won’t lead to the acceptance of
every entry in the article division.
We really appreciate the part
that the judges played in the con¬
test, not only in the actual selec¬
tion of the winners but also in fur¬
nishing criticisms of the articles
which we will ship along to the
contest authors. So thanks to
Dorothy Conzelman, literary col¬
laborator who worked so diligent¬
ly trying to select the best short
story; Selwyn Pepper who also
worked diligently but decided that
there was no “best” article;
Thomas Lanier Williams who
picked the best poem; and Abdul
Kepocher, the renowned Hindu
art critic, who selected the win¬
ning cover and cartoons. You
people can be critics for any con¬
test we have.
February Court of Honor

First Honors to—
Paul Wilhelm, co-chairman ot
the Chapel Committee of the Cam¬
pus Y. Paul has been responsible
for bringing T. Z. Ivoo, Suma,

Paul Douglas, and other worth¬
while speakers to Washington
University.
Ralph Stoffel for writing a
swell orchestration for the Quad
Show. Ralph spent his Christmas
holidays in the unheated Glee Club
room working on the arrange¬
ments : the window in the room
wouldn’t close, but Ralph kept on
plugging in spite of the strong
December gale. We think Ralph
has what it takes.
Kay Galle for doing so darn
much work on the Quad Show
that we’d like to shout her name
from the Towers. Kay has the
lead in the show, which, means
three rehearsals a week. And in
addition, she directs the singingchorus when Mr. Ballew isn’t
there—which is most of the time,
we hear.
Dr. Winifred Magdsick, actingdean of women, for the effort she
has made to meet and make
friends with the women of McMil¬
lan Hall. It’s pretty swell for the
dorm women to^ know that they
have a standing invitation to
“drop around and chat” in Dr.
Magdsick’s apartment whenever
they get lonesome.
Hair Falls Down

Last Monday the big-wigs of
O. D. K. assembled in the lounge
of the Campus “Y” for one of
their periodical meetings. Sitting
around the room were the presi¬
dent of the Student Council, the
editor of Student Life, the editors
of Hatchet, the president of the
Debate Council, the president of
the Dramatic Society, director of
the Advertising Bureau, director
of the Campus “Y”, and other
campus leaders. A more lofty
group of notables could only be
found at the banquet table of Zeus’.
And it was in the humble setting
of the “Y” room that the campus
moguls decided to let their hair
down and face the little facts of
hill-top life.
The whole thing started when
the committee on frosh rules re¬
ported to the group that it was
preparing a freshman program
which would be ready for O. D.
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THE BETTER THINGS
Tonight—Last performance of Elmer. Rice’s Judg¬
ment Day with a cast of Little Theatre favorites in¬
cluding- Washington’s Julius Noclel, remembered for
his fine portrayal of the wise old scientist in Thyr¬
sus’ production of Ed Mead’s Eternity Unlimited,
and Jack Weaver, former Thyrsus and Quad Club
star. Timely melodrama: its theme: a trial in a fas¬
cist state. At the Little Theatre, Union and Enright
Until March 20—National Contemporary Show,
with Associate Editor Martyl’s still life and many
other paintings of all sorts—proletarian, portrait,
still life, story-telling, etc. It’s free: At the Art Mu¬
seum.
Every week day at 4:15—fifteen-minute W. U.
radio programs. (Also free.) It’s surprising what
one can learn in a quarter of an hour, and it’s usu¬
ally material not covered in classes. (We know; we
listened.) If you happen to be on the campus,
Brown 118 has a radio for you. On KSD.
Every Thursday—Mortar Board phonograph
dances. Good records. Lots of room. A chance for
K.’s consideration in the near fu¬
ture. The group had previously
gone on record as favoring fresh¬
man rules, the exact nature of
which had been left to the com¬
mittee. At this point some of the
members, whose beards had be¬
come gray with the wisdom of ex¬
perience, inquired of the assembly
as to the purpose of these frosh
rules, to which inquiry there in
due time came the answer: To re¬
vive school spirit.
At this point the hair fell down.
The president of the Student
Council told the honorary brothers
in no uncertain terms, that student
body was a corpus delecti, that
spirit for the Alma Mater was
something that Eliot bards could
sing about, and that activities
were generally regarded as some¬
thing for the campus two per cent
who wanted to see their monikers
splashed across the college tabloid.
Most of the other presidents, di¬
rectors and managers in the room
felt much the same way. One of
the gray-beards who has been
around for six years or so, laugh¬
ed into his chin whiskers over the
prospect of frosh rules helping re¬
vive school spirit—likencl it to
working- on an Egyptian mummy
with a pulmotor.
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real dancing. And everyone’s tired of studying- by
5. (Almost free—a dime.) Women’s Building Gym.
Until February 27—The Abbey Theatre Players
of Dublin at the American.
February 25-26—Gaspar Cassado, violincellist,
with the Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra, at the
Auditorium.
February 26—Jessie B. Chamberlain in a gallery
talk at the Art Museum, 3 :30 p. m.
February 26—A demonstration of Painting Still
Life at the Art Museum, 2 :30 p. m.
February 27—“Pop” Concert by the St. Louis
Symphony Orchestra under the baton of Vladimir
Golschmann, at 4:30 p. m. 25^' balcony and 50^
orchestra.
February 27-March 6—Tobacco Road at the
American.
March 1 — Josef Szigeti, Hungarian violinist,
sponsored by the Civic Music League, at the Audi¬
torium.
March 4-5—The Saint Louis Symphony Orches¬
tra will present special orchestral features.

The traditional Washington U.
attitude had voiced itself; pessim¬
ism reigned.
But there was sitting among the
groups one of the neophytes who
had recently been impressed with
the sonorous ceremony of the O.
D. K. initiation and who inter¬
posed his observations into the dis¬
cussion. For the worth of what
he had to say, it is a pity that the
whole student body was not there
to hear him.
That neophyte was Dean Mc¬
Clain who told the group that he
had been smiling at the way they
were fretting- over the drought of
campus spirit. “I have taught in
four universities, and seen a lot
of ‘school spirit’ in other univer¬

sities from time to time, but as a
newcomer to your campus scene,
let me tell you that I fail to see
why there is this general moaning
over school spirit. Compared to
these other universities I think
Washington has a healthy, vigor¬
ous spirit and when the students
stop searching for some sort of
magical situation which they have
called ‘school spirit’ and begin to
realize that they have all of the
elements of enjoyable campus life
right here under their noses, they
will be a great deal happier.”
Dean McClain was not holding
a faculty bull session—he’s a regu¬
lar fellow who knows the student
problem and is honest in dealing
with it.
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ELEVEN YEARS ON THE ROW
(Continued from page 15)

as doctors, lawyers, engineers, teachers, journalists,
business men.
Washington University has always been dignified
and conservative, and that attitude is more or less
reflected by the students in that they have never gone
as definitely “collegiate” as most universities. Howver, when I first came here we saw more of the
“rah rah stuff” (as the boys call it) than we do
today—coonskin coats, soiled corduroys, freakish
cars, and all the rest. The boys now drive neat cars
and dress well. In fact the chosen "best-dressed
men” are always rather conservative dressers.
The heart interest is never lacking. Each year
several pins are given out in every chapter, and
many of these budding romances have flowered into
marriage after graduation.
Frequently someone asks me what particular re¬
quirements are necessary for the position of fratern¬
ity housemother. First of all one must have a gen¬
uine liking for, and understanding of, young people.
Second, a sense of humor, and third, steady nerves.
If you are going' to fly into a panic at being awak¬
ened at midnight by a milk can rolled down two
or three flights of stairs, or an impromtu fire bri¬
gade, siren and all, a fraternity house is no place
for you. You must be able to sigh “Its the boys,
bless them!” and turn over and go to sleep again.
And the rewards? At Christmas time cards pour
in to me from all over the country, and even some
from abroad. From hundreds of men who wear the
white cross of Sigma Chi. They are still “my boys,”
of whom I am inordinately proud.
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(Continued from page 10)

the door. But the damned car was moving? He
hadn’t noticed the initial jerk, but now he could feel
the slight vibrations from each exhaust of the
switch-engine. Well they’d notice it right away at
the plant and phone down to the yards and then
he could get out. But maybe he couldn’t last that
long. This damned scrap ice was gassing steadily
—he could notice the stronger smell of gas even at
the level of his nose. If he threw the scrap off the
ledge onto the floor it wouldn’t gas quite so fast—
it was a lot colder on the floor.
He was glad he had a few cigarettes left. Fle’d
just smoke one and try to think logically about the
whole situation. Boy it was dark in here. You
couldn’t see your hand in front of your face. The
light of the match was certainly a comfort. He
guessed he shouldn’t have lit that fag (what was
it they called them—coffin nails?) After all, he
needed all the oxygen he could get, and that cigar¬
ette would burn up some. But it wouldn't be enough
to make any difference.

He guessed Marge would be wondering what was
keeping him. She’d probably think he was late as
usual. She’d be pacing the floor by now, thinking up
those polite little nasty cracks she loved to throw
out. It must be close to eight o’clock right now.
No it couldn’t be that late. Well what was the use
of thinking about it. He had a watch. He’d light a
match and see exactly what time it was. But what
difference was it what time it was? He’d get out
when he got out and not before. But maybe he
wouldn’t get out. Maybe he’d freeze to death in
this awful cage. Oh no, they’d be rushing- up to
open the car any minute now. What a story he’d
have to tell—a living death—that’s what he’d say, a
god-damned death cage, no light, no air, this gas that
smelt like the back-breath of a belch and would kill
you quicker than water if you ever got down under
it. And cold, Jesus, those guys at the plant didn’t
know what cold was. It wasn’t his feet anymore.
They were feeling pretty good. It was his thighs,
his guts; they felt as if somebody was sticking a
thousand needles in them. He was getting a little
unsteady on his feet, this gas was probably making
him a little dizzy. The newspapers would probably
give him a feature on this, it was the kind of stuff
you read about in stories; it would make a good
story. And Marge, she’d think differently about him
too. He’d be a figure then and she’d have to treat
him like a man who had seen life, who’d been
around. Why she’d listen pop-eyed when he told
her about it. And she'd ask him if he was scared.
Of course he hadn’t been scared; he’d just calmly
smoked and waited for them to come and get him.
But why in hell didn’t they come? They should
have missed him by now, Jesus, it’s been two hours
at least; no, it couldn’t be that late, he’d light a
match and find out. His watch must have stopped.
It said six forty-five; that couldn’t be right; but the
watch was still running. Why that couldn’t be right;
he’d been here more than fifteen minutes! No he
guessed not; the car was still moving. God, the
cold was getting awful; it was getting harder to
breath too. For Christ’s sake why didn’t they come?
Maybe they hadn’t missed him yet. Why should they
miss him? He had told Bill not to wait; they
thought he’d gone home already. That meant no
one would miss him until at least eight o’clock and
then Marge would probably think he’d stood her up
as he had for that fourth of July picnic. He’d better
not wait for the boys at the plant. He’d better get
out of here right away. He couldn’t last much long¬
er. He’d better shout and holler and kick, anything
to let somebody know he was in this hell-hole. Hol¬
lering didn’t do any good. It just made him weak
and he was going to need all his strength, if it wasn’t
for anything else but to just stand up. He admitted
it now; he was scared, scared bad. He’d have to
get hold of himself. No use going crazy about this
(Continued on page 19)
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BELLES

(Continued from page 1)

ton Voges, like so many other young things, is defi¬
nitely in the chase for Maria Quillian . . . who is
also, definitely in the chase . . . Jim Rowan has been
spending his time in psych class knitting Betty
Heckman’s sweater . . . Betty Budke has switched
to the Phi Delt standard for this issue, and is toler¬
ating ye Stewd Life Ed . . . Jane Allen is sporting
a shiny identification bracelet ... on the back: J.
(James) W. (Watson) S. (Skinner) . . . And then
you have guys like Freddie Bastman who claim that
their pins are being photographed by Hatchet when
everyone knows Alice Lloyd has been around . . .
Fuzzy Gibbs discovered a way to beat Western
Union. He got one of their Valentine lists with the
tender verses of love, telephoned his one and only,
read the message to her over the phone, thereby
adding a personal touch and saving himself much
coin.
Someone set George Pearcy up to a new drink
. . . gardenia perfume and seltzer . . . says George,
“Didn't taste so bad, only I must have smelled like
an awful sissy” . . . Boyd Fletcher has the look of
a man resigned to the horrors of the cold bleak
world . . . Dot Usher is here to stay . . . Uncle Bud
Gallant, the old man of the mountain, has clipped
his chin whiskers for off-campus Zerman, cradledweller . . . Hewdtt has started a Basement Bridge
Club in the lower confines of Brookings . . . only
the best of the better auctioneers assemble, and
Hewdtt himself plays a mean dummy . . . “IvewpiePuss” Katcher is now on Gene Friedrich’s band¬
wagon ... no cracks about sour notes . . . “Buckin’
Joe” Minkoff is making all sorts of goals with Sylvia
Silver . . . S.A.M.’s Freddie Haffner, newly ap¬
pointed debate manager, had to get a date for one
of the Pittsburgh debaters and so, not being able
to think of anyone else, he called up Jeanette
Weiner . . .Law School Jenny claims all sorts of
things, but Haffner says . . . “Aw, we just talked
about his rebuttal” . . . the other Pitt debater took
an interest in our nursing school . . .
Margie Sebastian, canary-topped Clayton belle,
has heart, soul, etc. in Mizzou . . . Audrey Niehaus
holding hands with Charlie Leutwiler . . . wonder if
Alexander doesn't still count off with Capps . . .
Two-bits to know who Beanie Mathes’ Oswald is . . .
Off in a puff of gossip,
AUNTIE.

- • • INTERLUDE AT SAVO'S
(Continued from page 9)

and nicely shaped. Here again the smoothness of
the revealing satin gave evidence of little clothing
beneath her dress, and I began to wonder idly
whether she was too poor to buy sufficient under¬
clothing or whether she preferred to wear little. As
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I shifted my gaze to her face, I saw that she was
grinning.
“Whatsamatter, Honey,” she said after a moment,
“don’t you like my looks?”
“Sure, you’re all right,” I answered, taking a
drink from my second glass of beer, and wiping my
mouth inelegantly with the back of my hand.
“You’re all right. I was just admiring your figure.”
“Huh,” she laughed. “Don't try to kid an oldtimer. I ain’t got no looks anymore, and I know it.
What were you doing—wondering whether I was
worth while taking a flyer on? You look like you
decided not to.”
“Aw, forget it. Have another glass of beer.”
We drank the second glasses, and the third, and
the fourth. Beer didn't seem to affect her after a
certain point. She still had the same half-woozy
look she’d had when I came in, but she continued
to talk clearly, and I began to learn more about her.
Her name, she told me, was Irene.
“What do you do to pass the time?” I asked her
casually. “You married or do you work?”
She laughed bitterly. “Yeah, I’m married—a long¬
time. Too damn long. I got married when I was
just a kid. I was only eighteen when I met Ollie—
that’s my husband. But I couldn't wait. You know
how it is when a kid gets it into her head to get
married. Ollie was about eight years older’n me, ’n
if he coulda got me any other way I guess he
wouldn’t a married me. But I was a lot different
before I got married.”
She flicked her ash into the tray on the table, and
when she spoke again she looked serious and more
sober.
“No foolin’ though, I had a hell of a time of it
after the first month or so we were married. Ollie
ain’t the type to stick to one woman very long at a
stretch. It hurt when I found out he was rattin’
around with other women. I cried at first, but he’d
get sore and yell at me: ‘Fer Chrisake, shut up your
(Continued on page 20)
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(Continued from page 18)

thing. He’d have to stop this shouting, and scream¬
ing, and—what was it they called it?—gibbering,
d'lie cold was starting to get him; he felt numb all
over and kind of light-headed. Suppose he died?
Would Marge come to his funeral in black and all
that stuff they wear? Would she cry and be sorry
for all those sarcastic remarks she. had made about
him? Would she forget him and marry somebody
else? Not Marge; in spite of all her cattiness she
really loved him. Didn't she admit it once in a
while? And the fellows at work—they’d say he
was a game little guy, a hard worker, and some¬
thing is wrong when God will let such a young felfContinued on page 20)
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INTERLUDE AT SAVO'S
(Continued from page 19)

bellerin’. What the hell d’you expect? Think I’m
gonna sit around in this dump every night and read
bedtime stories to you?’ After a while I got used to
that, but pretty soon he started cornin’ home drunk,
and then he’d be mean. Some guys get jolly when
they’re drunk, but not Ollie. I could always tell it
when he walked in the door. His eyes would be as
red as a pig’s, and he’d always find somethin’ to
argue about, and before you’d know it we’d be in
a scrap.
“That went on fer a while, but pretty soon I got
tired of it and started to go out myself at nights.
I didn’t know any other women, so I used to go to
some tavern and drink a little beer. Then gradually
I met some men, and they’d wanta take me out. At
first I wouldn’t go ’cause I still remembered I was
married, but, hell, they were nice to me, and when
I’d think of how lousy Ollie was, why, I just figured
I might as well have a good time too. Well, I started
goin’ out with ’em then, and I started havin’ a good
time fer a change. I figured I'd be crazy to stay
home. Whenever Ollie and I do stay home together
fer an evening, which ain’t very often why we either
get into a scrap or else he lays around in his under¬
shirt and goes to sleep on the sofa. So we don’t
have much to do with each other. I guess I don’t
get such a kick outta goin’ out any more, but I’d go
batty if I had to stay home alone all the time.”
She sighed and crushed her cigarette.
“Well, there ain’t no use cryin’ about it. That’s
the way things go.”
It was an old story, but that didn’t make it any
easier on Irene. I felt sorry for her, and I told her
so.
“Aw, forget it, kid,” she said. “I don’t know why
I should a told you my troubles anyhow. I guess
I had too much beer. Don’t worry about me. You
ain’t got nothin’ to do with my trouble.”
By this time we’d both emptied our glasses. I was
going to order again, but Irene got up.
“Don’t bother, kid. I got enough. Gettin’ late,
too. I think I’ll go home.”
“O. K.” I said. “But I’ll take you home. I’m go¬
ing anyway, and I’ve got my car.”
It didn’t take us long to get to her house. She
lived in a flat on Chestnut Street a few blocks away
—a flat which was one of a row of six all alike.
We sat in the car for a few minutes and talked, but
Irene finally opened tbe door saying she was tired
and wanted to get to bed. I got out, went around
to her side of the car, and closed the door after her.
She seemed surprised to see that I was going to take
her to the door. I supposed she wasn’t used to such
courtesies, but she said nothing. Her door was al¬
most at sidewalk level, there being just a single con¬

cave stone step in front of it. When she’d inserted
her key in the lock, she turned and said.
“Well, thanks for the drinks. I had a good time
gettin’ my chest unloaded. It was a dirty trick
makin’ you listen to my troubles though.”
“Aw, that’s all right,” I answered. “I enjoyed
talking to you too.”
“You know,” she said, smiling, “I don’t get much
chance to talk to anybody like you. Most of the
fellows I meet are interested in me for just one
reason. I don’t get a chance to forget about bein’
the life of somebody’s party and just talk very often.
Maybe if I hadn’t a started out with two strikes on
me when I was a kid I could a married somebody
like you.”
(Continued on page 23)
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(Continued from page 19)

low die. He bet even the Swede would feel sorry
for him. He couldn’t understand what was the mat¬
ter with his legs; it took all his effort to stand up.
He guessed they were frozen and the muscles
wouldn’t support him. Well what difference did it
make? He’d just sit down on the floor and rest
awhile. It wouldn’t be cold sitting on the floor—he
couldn’t feel anything there anyway.
It was kind of nice in this. gas. Even the smell
of the stuff was kind of sweet and made you feel
like you were kind of floating around. He could
see the front parlor in Marge’s flat. Warm and cosy.
And she was dressed in that blue serge dress he
liked so much. Well she didn’t have to give him
so much hell about being half an hour late. Why am
I late? Why I got a story that’ll just make those
pretty eyes of yours pop right out of your head.
The apartment seemed to be bathed in a yellow
light. The roof was gone and he could see the stars.
Behind the stars was some misty form; he couldn’t
tell what. And an indistinct shadow was slowly
crossing the periphery—blotting out a star here and
there. The music from the radio was rather peculiar;
a kind of irregular beat of drums and some whin¬
ing violins. The figure of Marge—it was becoming
blurred, seemed to be receding in the distance. And
the room was getting darker; the shadow was get¬
ting larger and larger; it seemed as though it was
coming closer and closer; in some'ways it was like
a bat and some ways like nothing he had ever seen.
The room was very dark now and he couldn't see
Marge at all. The musis was getting louder; the
drums were much to loud and somebody was crash¬
ing cymbols; the violins were wailing and sounded
almost human. And the shape had blotted out all
the stars; it was almost in the room; and the room
was black—blacker than he ever knew.
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POETS' PAGE
THE LITTLE TOWN

I.
Spasmodically cold rain flows down the windows
Through which the eyes, grown tired of seeing, look:
It is all blurred, the church tower and the chimney.
The gnarled hands twist upon the opened book,
The tortured breath makes frost upon the pane.
“It is the same. It has not changed,” she mutters
And goes on staring through the ceaseless rain
That drags November leaves down frozen gutters . . .
“It is the same,” she says and goes on reading
A book loaned by the Baptist preacher’s wife.
But words are merely words. What she is needing
Is some thing sharp, decisive, like a knife
To cut the smouldering pain out of her breast
And give her finally the longed-for rest!

III.
“It does not change!” she says, meaning the town.
But surely she is blind ! She cannot see
The factory smoke that wavers, swiftly brown,
Among the naked branches of a tree
Or twists around the sharp point of a steeple,
Dulling the gilded cross. “It does not change—
The little town and all its little people—”
She mutters to herself, “and that is strange!”
Electric lights go on, and down the block
Thunders a fire truck. She has lived four score
Years in this little town. The cumulative shock
Of swift transition troubles her no more—
“It does not change!” she says, and shakes her head
And wishes fervently that she were dead!
—Thomas Lanier Williams

II.
“What would you like for lunch?” they ask. She smiles.
She wants them all to know that she is brave.
She sews and reads and writes, and by such wiles
Conceals from them the pain that wave on wave
Goes staggering down her flesh. “Some coddled eggs
Would do quite nicely, I believe, for lunch !”
She answers brightly, while her spirit begs
For dark and silence. “What a lovely bunch
Of flowers 1” she exclaims, pointing to those
A nurse brings in. “Who sent them, do you know?”
She stretches out her fingers, plucks one rose,
And holds it in her withered palm to show
She still has interest in all earthly things,
Roses and coddled eggs and foreign kings!

LITTLE SHADOWS

Little shadows made by moonlight,
Nestling ’neath the rustling leaves,
Just like pups beneath their mother,
Fearless as her warmth deceives.
Little bits of private darkness
Stretching out along the ground,
Like the eager souls of youth—
Growing, reaching out of bound.
Little shadows gone forever,
Little springy blurbs of blackness—
Once on dancing toes of light, but
Now submerged in gloomy darkness,
Whole and everlasting darkness.
—Jack Cable
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• “With a face like yours, how did
you ever get close enough to
a woman to strangle her?”
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EUROPE ON A PENNY A MILE
(Continued from page 11)

Adjoining the famous Tower of London, on
Tower Hill, is a unique service sponsored by the
Humane Society. The Hill is fairly steep, and the
grade is quite difficult for horse-drawn vehicles to
negotiate. The thoughtful English have established
a “spare horse station” at the foot of the hill. Here
is kept an extra horse that is harnessed to all wagons
making the upward trip, and much wear and tear
on horse-flesh is saved.
Without a doubt the two most interesting taverns
I have ever visited are Charlie Brown’s in Limehouse and Dirty Dick’s on Bishopsgate. Charlie
Brown’s, on West India Dock Road, is famous from
Hoboken to Hong Kong as a sailors’ drinking place.
Curios from the four corners of the world dot the
walls and ceiling. These objects have been gleaned
from sailors in need of ready cash.
Dirty Dick’s is a quaint, to put it mildly, winecellar. The debris and cobwebs of decades have
sifted into the corners and onto the rafters. Dan¬
gling from the walls and rafters are scores of dead
cats, rats, snakes, alligators, and dogs. These dried
carcasses lend a “romantic atmosphere” to the dingy
hole. Of special note are the numerous “dead sold¬
iers”—“killed” by enthusiastic elbow benders and
never taken away for interment.
The bus system in London is unique. Seldom do
busses come to a full stop to allow passengers to
board; instead the huge vehicles slow down to about
30, and the prospective passenger sprints twentyyards and swings aboard the open rear platform on
the run. Said maneuver in heavy traffic is guaran¬
teed to keep one in condition.
As soon as you are aboard and seated, the con¬
ductor approaches with a small tray of tickets, in¬
quires your destination, and sells you the appropriate
ticket. This procedure lends a personal touch to your
bus ride. The scale of tickets ranges from 2<jt to 10^,
depending on the distance you are to travel, and in
a day’s time this saves quite a few pennies. Of
course, you might buy a
ticket and slide into a
corner out of view for several miles, but this “isn’t
cricket.”
It is odd to note that the majority of English
women wear no cosmetics whatsoever. Jim and I,
so accustomed to American “warpaint,” couldn’t
decide whether we liked to see nature’s handiwork
with absolutely no touching up or not. Perhaps a
compromise would be advisable for the girls on both
sides of the Atlantic.
The only serious danger to American tourists in
London results from telling a Londoner that Amer¬
ica won the war.
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INTERLUDE AT SAVO'S
(Continued from page 20)

She laughed mirthlessly.
“Well, I guess it just wasn’t in the cards. Good¬
night, kid.”
I smiled, and on a sudden impulse, it seemed, she
kissed me, not, I supposed, the way she usually
kissed, but sweetly, maternally almost.
“Well, ain’t that cute!”
It was an ugly, sarcastic voice just behind me.
Irene looked up and uttered a soft “oh.” I whirled
around and saw standing behind me with his legs
set far apart, a man, small, slightly built, and evi¬
dently drunk. I couldn’t see much of his face, but
the half that was illuminated by the street lamp was
contorted into a nasty sneer.
“Ain’t you sweet,” he said, looking at Irene.
“Kissin’ the boy friend good night, eh?”
Then suddenly his sarcasm turned to uncontrolled
anger.
“You lousy bitch, you try to act so nice all the
time. You got a lotta nerve talkin’. I guess all this
time you been layin’ in bed with some guy whenever
you got a chance.”
“Quit yellin’, Ollie,” Irene said. “You’re gonna
wake up everybody in the neighborhood. This man
just—”
“Yeah, I know what this man just. I got a good
notion to knock your teeth down your stinkin’
throat.”
With that he gave Irene a shove toward the door
that almost made her fall. He yelled,
“Get inside, I’ll show you.”
Until then I had just listened and watched. But
now I grabbed him by the shoulder and whirled him
around.
“Cut out the rough stuff,” I said to him. “You
haven’t got any kick coming.”
But before I finished talking he pulled loose from
me, swinging wildly, and hit me in the face before
I realied what he was doing. He didn’t hurt me,
but I saw red and hit him. He was a weakling and
drunk, so it didn’t take much to knock him down.
He had sense enough to stop fighting, but as he
got to his feet he called me a bastard. I didn’t mind.
I’d been called worse than that before. But then he
turned to Irene.
Get inside, you little tart. Think you’re smart
gettin’ this mug to beat me up, don’t you? You won’t
think you’re so smart when you come inside.”
And he lurched past her into the house. We stood
looking' at the door which he slammed behind him.
Then I said,
“You’d better not go in tonight. He’s in a nasty
mood. There’s no telling what he’ll do.”
She looked scared, but she said,
(Continued on next page)
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(Continued from page 23)

“There ain’t no place else for me to go. Anyway,
don’t worry, kid, I’ll be all right. I can handle him.
lie ain’t never tried to hit me before .... and he
better not try it now,” she added after a moment.
But I still hesitated, not knowing what to do:
“Are you sure it’ll be all right. I don’t like to
leave now.”
“That’s all right,” she answered. “He’ll burn it
all up in steam. He’s so drunk now he’ll go to sleep
in a little while. Don’t worry about me. You go
on home and I’ll take care of him.”
But I was in no mood to go home now. It took
only a moment to get back to Savo’s.
“Back so soon?” was Christine’s laconic greeting
as I sat down at the bar.
“Yeah. Give me a rye with seltzer, Christine.”
I needed something to buck me up. The incident
had upset me; Irene was in for a tough session if
I read the signs right.
“Isn’t Savo back yet?”
“No. He might not even come in tonight. I
never know.”
Christine wiped a glass vigorously. At the table
where he had sat before the old fellow in the wrinkl¬
ed suit still moped over his beer. He might have
been a fixture. I sat quietly, drinking my rye. and
when I finished it I got another. The minutes ticked
by. I felt no impulse to go; I fished my last cigarette
out of the crumpled pack and smoked it. When the
second rye was gone and the cigarette burned to a
stub, the door opened and Savo walked in.
“Hello, my friend,” he said when he saw me sit¬
ting at the bar. “How is everything with you to¬
night ?”
Savo seemed in a good mood. His moustache
bristled in a wide smile.
“Oh, so-so. And you? How’s the painting go¬
ing?”
“Oh fine,” he said quickly. “You haven’t heard
then? I have an exhibition at the old Court House.
You ought to go see it. You remember that oil I did
of Violet—the one where she’s all dressed up in a
Spanish costume ? That’s up there. And what do you
think? Tom Barker offered to buy it today.”
“Say that’s great, Savo. I don’t blame Barker
though. That’s a swell painting. I wouldn’t mind
having it myself if I had any money.”
Savo set them up then and we talked of his work.
I was finally about to break away when the door
opened again and a man walked in. He ordered a
drink. Then he tapped Savo on the shoulder.
“Hell of a mess up the street here. D’ye hear
about it yet?”
Savo raised his eyebrows.
“I just got in. What do you mean?”
“Why, they just hauled that drunken bastard
Yates away in the ambulance. He and his wife got
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into a scrap, and be tried to beat hell out of her.
At least that’s what the neighbors said. But she
done him in. And with a butcher knife at that!
Done a good job of it all right. He was dead before
the ambulance come. Jeez! There was blood all over
the place. They took his wife away in the Maria.
I don’t know why she did it, but that old soak was
the meanest, no-good loafer in the neighborhood.
And—What the hell’s the matter with you?” he
added, looking at me.
“Nothing,” I said. “I just get ticklish when I hear
about blood. I’ll have another drink though. Guess
I’m a sissy.”
I finished my drink as he continued telling his
story in lurid terms. I got up.
“Well, so long, Savo. Hope you sell that oil.”
“Yeah, thanks. See you later, kid. Drop around
again.”
I passed through the doorway into the blackness
of Commercial Street. The brilliant light of the Blue
Lantern was out now, and old Pete was gone. There
wasn’t a soul in sight in either direction. I walked
past the Blue Lantern, past the loading platform
further south, and turned once more toward the
levee. The moon was high in the sky, and the river
was bathed with silver. The tug lay fully revealed
in the hazy beams of the moon. The silence was so
intense I could hear the current swish past the sides
of the tug. The tinny piano was quiet and the light
out in the wharf saloon. I sat down and watched
the river. The little waves splashed at my feet, but
the river was quiet. Not far from the bank a watersoaked log drifted drowsily downstream, almost
wholly submerged. Suddenly the log was sucked into
a small jam of sticks and branches and hovered there
as though undecided whether to go or to stay. It
seemed for a moment to be caught in the network of
sticks, then wavered slightly, and finally pulled loose
and continued its journey down the river. Slowly
it disappeared from my sight, but I continued to
watch the sleek sheet of water glide past. Under the
hypnotic spell of its smooth rhythm, I began to feel
that the water had lost its motion and lay suspended
in time. What was time to the river? Year after
year it rolled on, unaware of change outside itself,
static in its everlasting movement. While here on
its banks foolish mortals scurried around obsessed
with the importance of their feeble and transitory
quests, loving their gold and hating their friends,
saving sinners and praying for wealth, mating for
lust and whoring for love, buying bagatelles at great
cost and selling their souls for a pittance, guzzling
their slops, beating their brats, killing their fellows
. . . But what did all their bustling amount to? Some
day, sooner or later, they and their immortal souls
would be done, lost in that avenging cycle of
change that nothing can evade. And when that time
came, the river would still roll slowly, ponderously
on its endless search for the sea.

y
g
y
y

21 ere

is

on

y

§

ly

ft

0

g
y
§
g

ONE

y
g
y
g
g
i:

§g

MAGAZINE OF ITS KIND

y
g
g
2Us
M
y
g
g

FOR THE MONEY . .

y
y
y
y

THE QUAD -SHOW

ELIOT

(at no advance in price)

g

Containing Such Features As:

g
g
g
g

§g
g
g

y
y

Three full pages of candid camera shots (see the chorus girls at practice) in¬
formal pen-and-ink sketches of principals, chorus, and production staff.
"How We Done It" by Ralph Bradshaw (author of the book).
Inside stuff on the show by Aaron "Aunt Tillie" Hotchner.
Complete program
And four other full length stories—poems—cartoons—gossip.
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DOLORES DEL RIO* tells why it’s good
business for her to smoke Luckies . . .
"That $50,000 insurance is a studio pre¬
caution against my holding up a picture,”
says Miss Del Rio. "So I take no chances
on an irritated throat. No matter how
much I use my voice in acting, I always
find Luckies gentle.”
They will be gentle on your throat, too.
Here’s why . . . Luckies’ exclusive "Toasting” process expels certain harsh irritants
found in all tobacco. This makes Luckies’
fine tobaccos even finer... a light smoke.
Sworn records show that among inde¬
pendent tobacco experts—men who know
tobacco and its qualities — Luckies have
twice as many exclusive smokers as all
other cigarettes combined.
WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST

•DOLORES DEL RIO
STARRING IN THE 20th CENTURY-FOX
PICTURE, "SHANGHAI DEADLINE”

